■iDAYS  OF  Destiny 

II       IVar  Poems  at  Home  and  Abroad 
il '  R.  GORELL  BARNES 


THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 


r- 


DAYS   OF   DESTINY 


BY  THE  SAME  AUTHOR 


OUT     OF     THE     BLUE.      A    Novel. 
Crown  8vo,  $s.  net. 

IN  THE  NIGHT.  A  Detective  Story. 
Crown  8vo.     4^".  6d.  net. 

BABES  ;  IN  THE  AFRICAN  WOOD. 
With  a  Practical  Appendix,  a  Map 
and  69  Photographs  of  the  Natives, 
the  Country,  the  Game  and  Camp 
Scenes.     Crown  8vo,  6s.  net. 

LOVE  TRIUMPHANT  AND  OTHER 
POEMS.     Fcap.  4to,  y.  dd.  net. 


LONGMANS,  GREEN   &   CO. 

LONDOK,  KKW  YORK,  BOMBAY  CALCTTVTA  AND  MADRAS 


DAYS  OF  DESTINY 

War  Poems  at  Home  and  Abroad 


BY 

R.  GORELL   BARNES 

THE    RIFLE    BRIGADE 


LONGMANS,    GREEN    AND    CO. 

39    PATERNOSTER    ROW,     LONDON 

FOURTH  AVENUE  &  SOth  STREET,  NEW  YORK 

BOUBAT,    CALCUTTA,    AND    MADRAS 

1917 


Digitized  by  tine  Internet  Archive 

in  2007  witli  funding  from 

IVIicrosoft  Corporation 


littp://www.arGliive.org/details/daysofdestinywarOOgoreiala 


Gfo7d 


TO    ENGLAND 

England,  deep  in  thy  beechen  woods, 
Where  the  bronze  leaf  slants  down  the  autumn  day 
And  timorous  green  wins  the  springs  late  moods 
As  the  primrose  faints  on  the  sheltered  ways. 
There,  like  a  child  with  his  sins  confessed, 
I  would  lie, 
When  I  come  to  die, 
Folded  in  love  on  a  mother's  breast. 

Take  me  and  keep  me  ever  thine  own, 
Nothing  I  have  but  is  given  by  thee  : 
Where  I  have  faltered  let  love  atone 
And  the  merging  slow  with  the  soil  of  thee. 
Body  and  spirit  and  all  are  thine  ; 

Take  them  again. 

In  peace  or  pain, 
When  work  is  over  and  rest  is  mine. 

Work,  great  work  !     Thou  art  calling  clear 
And  death  is  the  least  of  the  things  to  give  : 
Son  of  a  heritage  nobly  dear. 
Now  in  the  pride  of  my  love  I  live. 
Hill,  moorland  and  stream,  wood,  valley  and  river^ 
Homes  of  the  free, 
Cry  aloud  to  me, 
"  England  is  thine — thou  art  hers  for  ever  /  " 
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vi  TO   ENGLAND 

Great  little  mother  of  half  the  world. 
Where  were  thy  beauty  the  sunlight  gone. 

Thy  streaming  banner  of  freedom  furled 

And  the  birthright  reft  that  our  fathers  won  ? 

Fain  would  I  dream  with  thee  when  the  night  fall, 
Yet  glad  sink  to  rest 
On  a  strange  scarred  breast. 

If  I  feed  thy  spirit  who  gives t  me  all. 


The  majority  of  the  shorter  poems  included  in  this 
volume  have  been  published  in  The  Times,  others  in 
The  Contemporary  Review,  Yorkshire  Post,  Observer, 
Nation  and  the  Westminster  and  Pall  Mall  Gazettes ; 
my  thanks  are  due  to  the  Editors  for  their  kind  per- 
mission to  republish.  Ten  poems  are  published  for 
the  first  time.  Apart  from  the  dedicatory  poem,  they 
are  given  in  the  order  in  which  they  were  written, 
and,  where  necessary,  dates  attached.  The  first 
alone  is  concerned  with  the  national  rather  than  the 
international  situation,  but  the  brevity  of  the  inter- 
val between  it  and  the  second  seems  now  full  of 
significance. 

R.  G.  B. 
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DAYS    OF   DESTINY 

TO  THE  KING 

(During  the  Buckingham  Palace  Conference.) 

In  this  tense  hour  when  the  silence  falls, 
When  trembling  Peace  stands  waiting  till  they  bring 
Message  of  comfort  from  thy  palace  walls, 
We  look  to  thee,  our  King. 

Grave  words,  high  counsels,  of  the  single  mind 
That  Peace  unharmed  shall  to  thy  sceptre  cling 
And  strength  within  thy  regal  calmness  find 
We  hear  from  thee,  our  King. 

Ah,  not  in  vain  !     Peace,  honoured  and  serene, 
Forth  to  the  welcome  of  thy  people  bring  ; 
Lead  her  renewed  in  fearless  wisdom  seen 
Back  to  thy  land,  our  King. 

Tuly  22,  igi4. 


A  PRAYER  FOR  PEACE 

Out  of  their  cavernous  hell  the  fiends  of  War, 
Dragging  their  fetters,  haste  to  bloodiest  fray  ! 
The  voice  of  Reason,  like  a  little  child 
Weeping  against  the  storm,  is  swept  away  ! 
Chaos  and  Death  and  hosts  of  arming  men — 
Is  this  the  answer  that  the  earth  is  given 
By  Christian  monarchs  to  the  prayers  of  Peace  ? 
Her  cry  goes  ringing  now  up  to  the  courts  of  Heaven. 

England,  put  forth  thy  strength  !    Oh,  lift  thy  voice 
In  resolute  thunder  o'er  the  murderous  field, 
Stilling  the  cannon,  bidding  ravening  War 
To  thy  imperious  persuasion  yield  ! 
Fearless,  yet  gentle,  raise  up  stricken  Peace  ; 
Protect  her  with  the  gleaming  of  thy  sword  ; 
Crown  her  before  the  nations  as  thy  queen — 
And  if  thou  fightest  then,  thou  fightest  for  the  Lord  ! 

July  31,  igi4. 


THE  PATH  OF  HONOUR 

God  of  the  people,  King-  of  kings, 
Before  whose  secret  purpose  bow 

The  hopes  of  all  created  things, 

Oh,  guard  and  guide  our  courage  now  ! 

Defend  the  right  !  No  quest  of  gain, 
No  thought  of  glory  dims  our  eye  : 

For  Peace  we  strove,  we  prayed — in  vain  ! 
The  blood  of  Europe  makes  reply. 

The  wealth,  the  blood  to  be  outpoured, 
It  is  not  that  our  hearts  forget ! 

But  honour,  England's  sacred  word, 
We  pray,  is  dearer  to  us  yet. 

Bring  knowledge  that  not  man  alone 
But  nations  one  day  surely  must 

Give  answer  at  Thy  judgment  throne, 
As  stewards  of  their  earthly  trust. 

Let  Peace  still  shine,  a  wistful  star  ; 

In  all  the  anguish  make  us  one  ! 
Guard  us  and  guide  us  through  the  war 
We  did  not  seek  and  could  not  shun ! 
Au£usi  2, 1914. 


THE  LANDING  OF  THE  BRITISH 
EXPEDITIONARY  FORCE 

British  soldiers,  once  again 
You  are  marshalled  on  the  plain 
By  our  fathers'  blood  renowned  : 
You  are  treading  sacred  ground! 
Harken,  harken  as  you  pass, 
To  the  voices  in  the  grass  ! 
On  the  Belgian  soil  it  waves 
O'er  the  lone,  unnumbered  graves 
Where  immortal  warriorslie. 
Devotees  of  Liberty 
Nobly  fallen  in  the  fray. 
Ramillies  and  Malplaquet, 
Quatre  Bras  and  Waterloo 
Yield  their  legions  up  to  you  I 

British  soldiers,  you  will  fight 
'Neath  the  banner  of  the  Right : 
You  are  holding  in  your  hands 
Liberty  of  little  lands. 
Seeking  nothing,  giving  all, 
Answering  to  Honour's  call. 
Stay  aggression's  grim  attack  ! 
Hurl  the  impious  menace  back 
Devotees  of  Liberty, 
Ride  you  now  to  victory  ! 
We  in  England  watch  and  pray 
Ramillies  and  Malplaquet, 
Quatre  Bras  and  Waterloo 
Yield  their  soul  to  strengthen  you  ! 


THE    FALL  OF   NAMUR 

Come,  let  us  crown  our  valiant  dead  : 
No  wringing  hands,  no  wail  of  words! 

They  gave  their  lives,  and  we  must  give 
Death's  triumph  to  them  with  our  swords. 

They  claim  our  weapons,  not  our  tears  ; 

Dying,  they  raised  a  single  plea 
That,  grimly  strong,  we  would  avenge 

And  crown  their  graves  with  Victory. 


THE   KAISER   GIVES   THANKS 

"  The  German  Emperor  is  busily  engaged  in  distributing 
Orders  to  leading  personages,  accompanied  by  telegrams  ex- 
pressing thanks  to  the  Almighty  for  standing  by  his  side." — 
The  Times. 

Now  thanks  to  God  for  slaughtered  hosts, 

For  all  the  widows  I  have  made, 
For  blazing"  towns  and  wasted  fields. 

For  hamlets  in  red  ruin  laid  ! 

For  gaunt  destruction  in  the  land 
That  dared  oppose  its  honour's  claim 

To  Germany's  imperious  need, 

Thanks  be  to  God,  in  Culture's  name  ! 

For  hatred  stirred  throughout  the  world, 
F'or  drifting  mine,  for  fresh-turned  sod, 

For  gory  trench  and  darkened  stream, 
I  claim  the  gratitude  of  God  ! 

For  "scraps  of  paper"  torn  to  shreds, 
For  war  deliberate  peace  defied — 

For  all  these  mercies  I  give  thanks  : 
The  Lord  is  standing  by  my  side  ! 


VISIONS   AND   VOICES 

"  I  SEE  a  nation,  credulous  and  strong", 

Rise  like  the  sea  and  burst  across  the  land ; 
I  see  the  rocks  of  men,  a  country  long-, 
Stretch  grimly  out  that  menace  to  withstand  ; 
I  see  the  hungry  might  of  desperate  wrong", 
Its  furious  onslaught  quivering  into  spray — 
Hosts  in  my  service  vast  as  none  before 
Throughout  the  bloodiest  record  of  my  sway  ! 
I  am  the  King  !  "  saith  War. 

"  And  I  who  stand  apart  in  silent  prayer, 
Sorrow  and  Pity  crouching  by  my  side, 
The  heaviest  of  all  the  burdens  bear  ; 
I  see  the  devastation  of  the  tide, 
Fatherless  homes  and  ruin  everywhere  ! 
I  see  a  nation  armed  to  rend  and  kill. 
Commanding  Honour  fade  and  Freedom  cease  ; 
I  see  the  triumph  of  a  monarch's  will — 
Never  again  !  "  saiih  Peace. 

**  And  I  from  whom  all  nations'  strength  is  born, 
Who  on  the  crags  of  Time  eternal  rest, 
I  overshadow  solemn  pledges  torn, 
I  pierce  foul  vapours  flung  against  my  crest. 
Who  thinks  to  pass  me  by,  unknown,  forlorn  ? 
Fools  of  a  generation,  I  repay 
Duly  with  eye  for  eye  and  tooth  for  tooth  ! 
Greater  than  all  the  armies  of  a  day, 

I  shall  prevail !  "  saith  Truth. 


THE   ASCENT   OF   MAN 

"  The  Germans  are  using  incendiary  shells." — Daily  Press. 

In  the  dark  days  when  Earth  lay  wild 
And  Man  was  an  untutored  child 
He  struggled  for  the  choicest  bone 
With  awkward  club  and  crude-cut  stone  : 
He  slew  in  anger  and  alone. 

He  fought  at  random,  ill-prepared, 

Till  glimmering  knowledge  slowly  bared 

A  path  to  progress — with  a  band 

He  raided  twenty  miles  of  land, 

And  sang  of  war  superbly  planned  ! 

A  keener  weapon  then  he  tried  ; 
An  iron  spear  became  his  pride. 
Poor  savage  !     Giving  of  his  best, 
With  all  his  dull  wits  on  the  quest, 
He  rode  to  slay  with  quickened  zest. 

But  lawless  still  the  warriors  stood, 

And  each  one  fought  as  seemed  him  good  ; 

The  prowess  of  a  single  might 

Had  power  to  sway  the  fiercest  fight : 

So  slow  Man's  climb  towards  the  light. 

Thought  lent  her  eyesight  to  the  blind 
When  benefactor  first  divined 
That  greatest  in  its  power  to  kill 
Was  order  and  the  sense  of  drill  ; 
But  Man  had  far  to  journey  still. 
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THE  ASCENT  OF  MAN 

He  hurled  his  javelin,  twanged  his  bow, 
And  closed  to  grapple  with  the  foe  ; 
With  sword  and  mace  he  hacked  his  way, 
Proud  of  mere  scuffles — not  a  fray 
But  ended  was  in  half  a  day  ! 

Long  wandered  Man  in  this  small  strife  ; 
Slowly  he  rose  to  finer  life  ; 
Slowly  he  learnt  to  maim  and  mar 
With  belching  cannon  from  afar — 
And  still  he  only  played  at  war : 

For  oftentimes  his  armies  round, 
Even  bordering  on  his  battle-ground, 
Lay  happy  homesteads,  free  from  fear. 
Who  scarcely  knew  that  war  was  near — 
On  high  intent  a  comment  drear. 

Still  a  few  fields,  a  few  fierce  hours 
Could  tumble  down  a  country's  powers  ; 
Dramatic  captains  led  their  host, 
A  score  of  thousand  at  the  most : 
So  pigmy-visioned  was  Man's  boast. 

But,  restless  in  his  search  for  good, 

He  never  ceased  to  ponder  blood  ; 

Undaunted,  still  he  fed  the  flame 

And,  rising  clear  of  puny  frame. 

Probed  the  whole  earth  till  Knowledge  came. 

Then  upward  with  insistent  spur 
He  urged  on  Science,  patient,  pure  ; 
And  with  her  white  robes  drenched  in  gore 
She  told  him,  ever  more  and  more. 
The  deadliest  ways  of  making  war. 


lo  DAYS  OF  DESTINY 

She  showed  him  how  a  nation's  might 
Could  all  be  gathered  to  the  fight. 
She  worked  in  millions  ;  every  male, 
For  slaughtering  and  for  slaughter  hale, 
She  massed  o'er  leagues  of  road  and  rail. 

She  taught  him  with  her  cold,  keen  brain, 

Infinite  skill  in  wreaking  pain  ; 

No  anger  now,  no  passioned  ways — 

A  calm  and  calculated  blaze — 

All  else  belonged  to  savage  days. 

She  took  a  country,  marked  it  red, 
And  peopled  all  its  peace  with  dead  ; 
She  strode  the  earth,  the  sea,  the  air. 
Annihilating  everywhere  : 
At  last  War  lived  a  grand  affair  ! 

Civilization's  task  was  done. 
The  goal  of  all  endeavour  won  : 
Since  man  had  learnt  to  hurl  his  fires 
Through  miles  of  air  against  God's  spires. 
No  more  was  left  for  his  desires. 


So  breaks  the  glorious  day  at  last ; 
The  night  of  meagre  death  is  past : 
Man,  groping  ever  up  through  Time, 
Stands  on  the  bloodstained  peak  sublime  : 
He  has  no  farther  now  to  climb  ! 


TO   GERMANY 

"  If  history  shall  be  found  to  have  appointed  this  war  as  her 
instrument  to  the  end  that  Germany  shall  take  England's  place 
as  leader  in  the  process  of  spreading  Western  civilization 
among  the  rising  peoples  beyond  the  seas,  the  consequences 
for  the  future  independence  of  the  Kultur  of  all  nations  will 
be  immeasurable  .  .  ." — From  an  article  in  ^'  Das  Grosse 
Deutschland. " 

"  From  the  point  of  view  of  civilization,  it  is  imperative  to 
preserve  the  German  spirit  and  by  so  doing  to  establish  foci  of 
universal  culture." — General  von  Bernhardi. 

You  speak  of  all  the  benefits,  the  good, 
That  you  will  scatter  like  a  golden  rain 
Over  the  lands  whose  peoples  yet  may  live 
When  you  have  waded  through  the  seas  of  blood. 
What  will  you  have  to  give  ? 
What  will  you  find  to  wash  away  the  stain  ? 
What  can  you  ever  offer  to  the  earth, 
What  boon,  what  progress  equal  to  the  pain, 
As  precious  as  the  laughter  of  the  slain, 
The  songs  of  simple  mirth. 
The  happiness  in  countless  humble  homes 
Before  you  came  and  wrapped  them  round  with  fire? 
How  build  again  the  age-enhallowed  domes, 
You  who  have  wreaked  the  vengeance  of  desire  ? 
How  can  you  even  to  yourself  atone, 
How  ever  recompense  your  own. 
The  widows  and  the  mothers  of  your  sons, 
Your  orphaned  little  ones  ? 
The  glamour  and  the  glory  are  in  vain  : 
You  ever  held  the  truth  in  dull  disdain 
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12  DAYS   OF   DESTINY 

That  the  one  weapon  which  you  wield  must  tire 

And,  mortal  as  its  makers,  pass  away. 

How  can  you  fill  your  treasury  again, 

Beggared  of  honour  and  of  trust, 

You  who  have  sanctioned  lust? 

You  stole  and  murdered  better  than  you  knew  ; 

By  your  own  hands  your  wealth  is  gone  from  you. 

All  that  endures,  the  armour  of  the  soul. 

Lies  like  a  shattered  bowl, 

And  Night  sits  warder  now  where  once  was  Day. 

So  much  is  asked  from  whom  so  much  is  given  ; 

And  you  were  braggart  in  your  self-wrought  ire. 

Ignored  that,  holding  up  the  mightiest  throne. 

Truth,  Justice,  Mercy  intercede  to  heaven. 

Lest  God  in  anger  strike  it  down 

And  choke  with  ashes  its  renown  : 

You  gave  them  chains  and  sought  to  stand  alone. 

Not  so  shall  this  world,  while  it  lives,  be  yours, 

Not  while  it  lives  and  strains  towards  the  light ! 

Barren  would  be  the  triumph  of  your  wrath  : 

The  graves  of  heroes  who  had  barred  your  path 

Would  cry  reproach  upon  a  craven  world 

Till  once  again  their  spirit  lived  in  wars. 

The  promise  of  your  victory 

Is  waxen  fat  on  vain  imaginings  : 

You  cannot  murder  the  immortal  things. 

And  though  you  trample  with  your  iron  heel 

On  land,  on  liberty,  on  life, 

There  is  a  barrier  to  ambition's  strife. 

There  is  a  kingdom  that  you  cannot  steal. 

Rising  the  purer  on  its  battered  wings 

The  soul  of  Liberty 

At  heaven's  open  gates  eternal  sings — 

And  you  have  sped  it  on  its  glorious  flight 

By  striking  at  it  with  blood-lustred  eyes. 


TO   GERMANY  13 

So  shall  It  be  that  your  own  lips  must  take 

The  bitter  cup  you  brewed  ;  your  arms  must  bite 

Deep  into  your  own  heart  before  they  break. 

So  only  can  your  spirit  rise 

And  bathe  itself  again  in  clearer  skies, 

So  only  draw  again  its  ancient  breath, 

Sloughed  of  its  madness,  purified  by  Death. 


TO   BELGIUM 

They  think,  these  savage  reivers,  that  you  lie 
Wholly  down-stricken,  bleeding  now  to  death: 
They  have  not  learnt  that  while  a  single  breath 
Of  freedom  stirs  the  world  you  cannot  die. 

What  you  have  wrought  can  never  pass  away  : 
Proud  prodigal  of  Honour,  still  you  stand  ; 
Trampled  and  torn  with  grief,  your  little  land 
Had  never  life  so  glorious  as  to-day. 

The  body  slain,  the  spirit  still  is  free ; 

Yours   burns,    a    quenchless    beacon,    through    the 

night ; 
And  all  the  fires  their  murderous  marchings  light 
But  hatch  the  phoenix  of  your  liberty. 
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IRREVERENCE 

**  Along  the  front  a  simple  cannonade  " — 
So  Paris  tells  us  :  all  the  German  hell, 
Its  storms  of  death,  its  hopes  of  terror  fade 
Into  a  habit,  merely  humdrum  shell 
Hurled  at  a  line  of  soldiers  undismayed, 
Gay  with  a  valour  that  no  guns  can  quell. 

Dread   are   your  smiles,    brave    British   and   brave 

French  : 
You  treat  the  furies  to  irreverent  jest. 
And  never  understand  that  you  should  blench, 
Not  give  the  chorus  with  an  added  zest 
To  "  Black  Marias  "  singing  round  your  trench  : 
You  smile  and  charge  to  victory,  unimpressed. 
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HOW  THE   SOUTH    STAFFORDSHIRES 
HELD   THE   TRENCH 

Nineteen  men  and  a  sergeant  stood 

Grimly  to  arms  as  the  word  was  passed  : 

"  We  can  spare  no  more:  you  must  hold  this  trench ; 

Stick  to  it,  cling"  to  it  right  to  the  last." 

Nineteen  men  and  a  sergeant  watched 
With  smothered  jest  as  the  dawn  drew  nigh 
Cruel  and  cold,  like  a  patient  ghoul, 
Till  a  man  could  see  to  struggle  and  die. 

Out  of  the  silence,  out  of  the  gloom, 
Came  with  a  scream  the  ranging  shell, 
First  of  the  furies,  till  with  the  day 
The  twenty  were  crouched  in  a  battered  hell. 

Cavernous,  pitted,  the  Belgian  fields 
Stretched  in  their  ruin  before  the  light ; 
And  the  tumult  sank,  with  a  remnant  left 
Ripe  for  the  thrust  of  the  foemen's  might. 

On  and  on  in  their  hosts  they  came 
As  the  sun  strode  over  the  surging  field, 
Withered  and  broke  and  rallied  and  came 
At  the  handful  ignorant  how  to  yield. 

And  the  dusk  stole  down  and  the  hosts  drew  back 
Baffled  and  bitter  and  reeling  and  thin. 
Sank  to  the  arms  of  the  pitiful  night — 
And  the  dead  were  too  many  to  gather  in. 
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*'  Not  a  word  from  that  trench  the  whole  day  long- 
And  still  at  night  not  a  word  to  me  ! 
Go,  bring-  me  the  truth  !  "  the  colonel  said  ; 
And  they  crept  through  the  ruins  of  earth  to  see 

Silence  !  Nought  else  through  the  field,  in  the  trench, 
And  never  the  murmuring  more  in  jest : 
Crushed  but  unbroken,  dead,  unsubdued, 
Nineteen  men  lay  bosomed  in  rest. 

They  came  to  the  last — till  his  watch  was  done 
His  shattered  body  had  death  defied  ; 
And,  roused  by  the  voice  of  an  English  friend, 
"We  have  held  it  as  ordered,"  he  said — and  died. 


CHRISTMAS   DAY 

"  Peace  on  earth  " — the  drums  of  war 
Roll  their  defiance  o'er  the  bells  ; 
"Goodwill  towards  men" — the  murderous  roar 
Up  from  the  trenches  swells. 

Is  this  the  oflfering-,  this  the  day, 
The  triumph  of  the  dripping-  sword  ? 
In  lowliness  the  nations  pray 

Thy  pitying  mercy,  Lord. 

Thou  knowest  all :  Thou  readest  deep  ; 
The  heart  of  man  is  in  Thine  eyes  ; 
it  is  a  vigil  grim  we  keep 

Only  that  Peace  arise. 

Peace  is  not  dead  ;  she  waits  rebirth 
Stirring  within  the  womb  of  War  ; 
And  from  its  death  shall  tread  the  earth 
More  queenly  than  before. 
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TO   AUSTRIA 

Thou  proud,  infirm,  old  clustering  of  lands, 
Thrust,  like  a  captured  woman,  to  the  fore 
To  gather  to  thyself  the  strokes  of  war 
And  keep  great  Germany  from  impious  hands, 
Where  is  the  vengeance  of  thy  fierce  demands  ? 
Art  thou  the 79//'^  Austria  of  yore  ? 
No  kingly  marriages  shall  bind  thee  more  ; 
Low  in  the  glass  are  running  now  the  sands. 
The  earthen  battlements  thou  didst  maintain. 
High  in  thy  haughty  grandeur  'gainst  the  heat 
Of  long-endured  and  little-hearted  sway. 
Are  crumbling  now  beneath  the  lashing  rain  ; 
And  the  wild  winds  of  night  that  on  them  beat 
Shall  cleave  their  journey  to  the  verge  of  day. 
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NEW  YEAR'S    EVE 

"  The  war  has  shown  us  that  in  the  Overseas  People  of  the 
empire  we  have  no  longer  children  who  depend  on  us  for  their 
support,  but  grown  men  and  women  who  are  ready  and  anxious 
to  do  their  share  of  the  common  task." — The  Times. 

From  the  hills  they  come,  from  the  plains  they  come, 
From  over  the  ocean's  widest  span  ; 

From  where  in  its  vastness  Earth  lies  dumb 
And  out  of  the  huddling  haunts  of  Man. 

Through  forest  and  swamp,  through  snow  and  sand, 

Wherever  the  gusts  of  heaven  have  fanned 

The  fiery  cross  of  the  Motherland, 

To  the  foot  of  the  flag  they  come  ! 

Gather  you  all,  young  nations  grown. 
Sons  of  a  noble  manhood  free  ; 
Children  once — and  we  stood  alone 
Over  the  shoots  of  our  liberty. 
Branches  now  are  you  fairly  spread, 
Steady  to  shade  and  strong  to  bear ; 
One  alone  is  the  blood  we  shed. 
One  alone  is  the  heart  we  share. 

Come  you  around  us  !     Dark  the  dawn 
That  homage  to  our  hopes  must  pay ; 
Heavy  the  cloak  to  be  withdrawn 
From  off  the  happy  form  of  Day  ; 
But  who  shall  falter  in  this  hour. 
Who  shrink  from  year  of  travailing  ? 
Let  us  be  girded  with  your  power 
And  round  the  earth  your  answer  ring: — 
20 
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'*  From  the  hills  we  come,  from  the  plains  we  come, 
From  over  the  ocean's  widest  span  ; 

From  where  in  its  vastness  Earth  lies  dumb 
And  out  of  the  huddling  haunts  of  Man. 

Through  forest  and  swamp,  through  snow  and  sand, 

Wherever  the  gusts  of  heaven  have  fanned 

The  fiery  cross  of  the  Motherland, 

To  the  foot  of  the  flag  we  come  I " 


THE   CLIFFS   OF   ENGLAND 

Not  lightly,  England,  do  we  leave  thy  shore, 
Nor  on  the  quest  of  idle  pleasure  bent ; 
For  two  proud  words  we  go  where  we  are  sent, 
Honour  and  Freedom,  and  we  ask  no  more  ; 
Only  that,  if  'tis  fated,  we  shall  pour 
The  blood  thou  gavest  bravely  :  our  intent 
Treads  the  same  road  that  Duty  ever  meant 
To  those  who  yielded  thee  thine  own  before. 
Not  ours,  but  thine  our  lives  :  the  joy  we  knew 
Within  this  ancient  island-temple  shrined. 
The  love  and  all  the  laughter  were  from  thee 
And  grew  in  beauty  as  devotion  grew. 
So,  going  from  thee  now,  we  yet  shall  find 
In  thy  free  heart  Earth's  one  eternity. 
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YPRES 

City  of  stark  desolation, 
Infinite  voices  of  silence, 
Crying  aloud  in  the  daytime. 
Whispering  shrill  in  the  moonlight, 
Ask  of  the  world,  appealing, 
"What  are  you  now  but  a  name?  " 

Hushed  are  your  streets,  and  the  rumble 

Of  lorries  and  wagons  and  limbers 

And  low,  dull  tread  of  battalions, 

Moving  stubbornly  cheerful 

Back  of  invisible  fighters 

Muddily  bedded  in  Flanders — 

These  alone  for  your  roadways. 

And  these  for  the  hours  of  darkness. 

Wide  to  inscrutable  heaven 

Lie,  in  their  ruin  all  equal, 

Houses  and  hovels  abandoned, 

Windowless  yawnings  and  pillars, 

Chasms  and  doorways  and  gables, 

Tottering  spectres  of  brickwork 

Strewn  through  the  naked  chambers — 

Never  a  home  for  the  seeking. 

Not  through  the  whole  of  the  city, 

Save  for  the  spirit-fled  body. 

And  over  the  breakage  and  rubble, 

Furious  wastage  of  warfare, 

Rise  in  their  piteous  grandeur. 

Oaks  still  battling  the  tempest, 
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Riven  and  broken  Cathedral, 
Shattered,  half-pinnacled  Cloth-Hall, 
Towers  of  solemn,  grey  greatness 
Calling  on  heaven  to  witness. 
Listening,  steadfastly  watchful 
For  boom  that  will  herald  disaster 
Down  on  their  remnants  of  glory. 
Asking  the  world,  appealing, 
*'  What  are  we  now  but  a  name  ?  " 

City  of  wanton  destruction 
Standing  nakedly  awful. 
Token  of  agonized  country. 
When  was  an  answer  demanded 
In  so  relentless  a  silence  ? 
How  can  the  asking  be  empty  ? 
Name  and  nought  else  in  your  ruins. 
Crowned  in  the  heart  as  an  emblem, 
Child  of  the  ravenous  booming. 
Page  of  heroical  story 
Greatest  in  still  desolation, 
Never  in  all  your  peace-slumber 
Garnered  you  fame  as  in  fury. 
Silent  mother  of  splendour. 
Stand  when  your  ruins  have  crumbled 
And,  sinking  to  soil  of  Flanders, 
Merged  with  the  valiant  sleepers  ; 
And  after  that  and  for  always. 
As  long  as  the  breath  of  men's  honour 
Is  to  the  earth  as  the  springtime. 
Speak  with  your  voices  undying: — 
How  in  the  anguish  and  glory 
Belgium  and  Britain  you  stood  for, 
World  of  men's  honour  undaunted 
Just  in  the  lines  round  your  city, 
Where  the  fierce  waves  of  ambition, 
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Ruthlessly  seeking  their  purpose, 
Sank  with  the  dead  into  Flanders. 
Desolate  spirit  unconquered, 
Here  where  the  fury  lingfered, 
Here  where  the  graves  of  the  honoured 
Around  your  ruins  are  clustered, 
Rise  in  your  triumph  eternal. 
Built  in  the  heart  of  man. 


Ypres,  October  igij. 


CONTENTMENT 

They  tell  us  some  far  glory  lies 
Where  the  great  waters  meet  the  skies  ; 
Sail  there,  they  say,  and  you  shall  see 
The  cliffs  of  immortality. 

It  may  be  so  :  I  am  content, 
Even  here  where  Earth  is  wracked  and  rent 
And  Death  and  Anguish  sweep  the  air, 
Content  if  nothing  waits  me  there. 

No  greater  glory  floods  the  heaven 
Than  that  which  I  have  here  been  given  ; 
Profoundest  love  and  heart-linked  laughter 
Are  mine  whatever  follows  after. 

Not  mine  alone,  but  hers  and  mine  ; 
Of  all  God's  gifts  the  most  divine 
Is  that  two  hearts  on  earth  may  rise 
Into  a  single  paradise. 

There  let  it  rest :  we  cannot  know 
The  promise  into  which  we  go. 
The  known  is  this,  by  heaven  lent ; 
With  the  unknown  I  am  content. 
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SONG  BEFORE  BATTLE 

We,  who  have  clung^  for  long,  long  months 

To  battered  lines  of  knee-deep  mud. 
Fixed  targets  for  your  slope-set  guns 

To  drench  the  ooze  with  British  blood  ; 
We  who  have  toiled  through  winter's  rain 

With  sandbag,  shovel,  plank  and  wire, 
Rivetting  marshy  parapets. 

Building  protection  from  your  fire — 

We  have  weapons  now,  O  Huns. 

Rifles,  ah  !  yes,  but  worthier  still. 

How  like  you  thrust  and  stab  and  blow  ! 
And  you  shall  find  for  all  your  guns — 

The  earth  is  ploughed  with  ours,  you  know- 
That  we  can  jab  the  silent  sword 

With  hands  exultant,  freed  at  last 
From  digging,  digging  night  and  day. 

The  months  of  holding  on  are  past : 

We  are  coming  now,  O  Huns. 

We  who  have  crouched  as  you  sailed  by 

Above  our  furrowed,  pockmarked  soil, 
Spotting  our  weakness  for  your  guns. 

See  no  one  of  you  now  to  spoil 
Our  free  enjoyment  of  the  skies  : 

You  fire  blindly  from  below  ; 
We  force  you  fiercely  up  the  hills, 

And  from  the  last  grim  crest  you  go. 
We  are  rising  now,  O  Huns. 
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We  are  rising  now,  a  nation's  tide, 

And  you  must  dig  and  wire  and  quail, 
Your  turn  at  last  beneath  our  guns, 

Your  turn  to  find  defences  frail. 
We  are  bursting  in,  we  are  breaking  through ; 

The  great  sea  sweeps  your  barriers  down. 
You  urge  anew  your  claim  on  God, 

But  He  is  silent  as  you  drown. 

Look  to  yourselves,  O  Huns  ! 

The  Somme  Valley,  August  igi6. 


A    VISION  OF   ENGLAND 

Over  the  woods  that  clamber  up  the  hill 
And  in  the  velvet  undulating  edge 
Of  the  calm  downs  have  nestled,  strong  and  still 
The  sun  breaks  forth  in  glory ;  the  low  hedge 
Beneath  the  long  lush  meadow  by  the  road 
Glistens  with  Old  Man's  Beard,  and  brambles  give 
To  prying  fingers  of  their  purple  load, 
And  crimson  flames  the  creeper  where  the  children 
live. 

The  rooks  have  found  the  walnuts,  busy  thieves  ; 
One  sails  along  the  soft,  warm,  south-west  breeze, 
Wheels,  flutters,  drops  amid  the  swaying  leaves, 
Then  others  join  in  plunder  :  but  for  these, 
Coarsely  reiterating  their  delight. 
And  sea-swish  of  the  branches,  not  a  sound  ; 
The  distant  ploughman  weaves  across  the  sight 
A  mystic  web  of  peace,  no  other  toiler  round. 

England  at  peace,  the  beech-tops  turning  gold  ; 
The  little  spire,  a  guardian  lichen-green, 
Looks  from  the  valley's  gateway  on  the  old 
Unchanging  downs  across  the  quiet  scene 
Revolving  towards  the  winter  and  the  spring 
And  summer  on  to  autumn  peace  again, 
A  rolling  wheel  of  wonder  ;  everything. 
Wrapped  in  its  storied  age,  lies  as  it  long  has  lain, 
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Here,  where  the  buttercup  beneath  the  downs 
Each  springtide  turns  the  meadows  to  a  chart 
Of  golden  squares,  and  not  in  clamorous  towns 
May  we  who  love  her  learn  our  England's  heart : 
The  hazel  hides  the  primrose  dell  from  view  ; 
The  cowslip  follows  smiling  through  the  fields 
Year  after  year ;  beneath  the  summer  blue 
The  whispering  grass  is  dried  and  of  its  plenty  yields. 

The  white  road  climbs,  and  winds  away  unscanned 
On  magic  journey  rich  with  all  surprise 
Endlessly  onward  into  fairyland 
And  woods  and  valleys  far  from  mortal  eyes  ; 
We  note  but  the  beginning  where  it  climbs 
Above  the  chequerboard  of  English  day  : 
So  has  it  risen  through  the  ancient  times, 
And  eyes  now  closed  have  dreamed  the  vision  of  its 
way. 

Nought  comes  to  check  or  change  or  make  an  end, 
Save  only  the  onstealing  of  the  years, 
Ministers  of  mellowness  that  stately  bend 
Their  steps  to  the  eternal ;  hopes  and  fears 
Swell  like  the  leaves  and  like  the  leaves  are  cast 
Into  the  teeming  land,  and  thence  are  given 
Back  to  the  heart  again  ;  so  life  is  passed 
Here  where  the  paths   of  earth  lie  opened    out   to 
heaven. 

Across  the  downs  the  guns'  dim  heaviness, 
Borne  on  the  wind  that  late  has  gleaned  the  sea 
And  sweetens  now  the  valley,  comes  to  press, 
Laden  with  menace  and  with  mystery. 
On  simple  village  ears,  a  troublous  host 
Like  and  unlike  the  tumult  of  the  skies 
When  hounds   of  heaven  among  the   clouds  are 
loosed 
To  tear  with  music  rude  wild  Nature  where  she  flies. 
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Here  is  a  homestead  where  the  dogs  no  more 
Rise  from  their  slumber  with  a  sharp  delight ; 
The  latch  is  quietly  lifted  and  the  floor 
Crossed  slowly  now  by  feet  no  longer  light  : 
Their  joy  is  lying  where  the  earth  is  torn, 
Ravened  and  furrowed,  and  the  air  is  rent 
With  shrieking  death  :  here  was  his  beauty  born 
In  England's  gentlest  peace,  and  there  his  strength 
lies  spent. 

This  is  the  vale  of  England  ;  everywhere 
This  scene  within  her  lovely  stronghold  flowers 
For  all  who  learn  with  love  to  wander  there. 
Changed  to  a  scene  of  mountains,  lakes  and  moors 
Still  it  gives  out  her  spirit  unpossessed, 
Beloved,  serene  ;  for  this  sank  we  to  earth, 
Poured  out  our  blood  for  this  and  spread  our  best, 
For  Freedom  in  the  home  where  Freedom  had  its  birth. 

And  everywhere  that  silent  homestead  stands, 
The  patient  fields  around  it,  changeless  still. 
Whilst  one  who  watched  them  sleeps  in  foreign  lands 
That  they  just  so  unchangingly  might  fill 
The  bowls  of  spring,  the  barns  of  autumn's  gold, 
And  each  fair  season  and  each  ordered  mood 
Might  in  the  great  hereafter  still  be  told 
By  hands  that  wrought  them  there  to   hearts   that 
understood. 

This  is  the  soul  of  England  ;  in  the  towns 
All  hearts  who  love  her  turn  in  thought  to  this 
To  search  her   meaning  where   from    peace-deep 

downs 
The  salt  wind  mingles  with  her  fields  its  kiss, 
Its  song,  its  saga  ;  and,  going  forth  to  toil. 
Remember  all  the  ages  which  are  past 
Bequeathing  this  :  and  those  in  war's  turmoil 
Departed  hence  alone  to  find  this  at  the  last. 
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The  great  hereafter  !  So  that  it  be  great, 
So  that  this  autumn  isle  of  peace  may  be 
True  to  herself,  serene,  inviolate, 
Dear  mother  of  majestic  unity 
Of  nations  of  the  dawn  whose  sons  have  bled 
Beside  the  sons  of  her  old  quietness — 
So  that  to-morrow  bear  the  fruit,  the  dead. 
Like  showers  of  soft  rain,  sink  in  to-day  and  bless. 

But  if  the  fruit  in  richness  load  the  bough 
And  there  be  left  ungathered,  fall  and  rot 
While  discord  reign  about  the  why  and  how, 
The  blessed  loveliness  we  see  is  not  ; 
Unclad  with  substance  as  a  shadow  lies, 
It  is  a  fragment  of  the  dreaming  brain, 
And  the  wild  beauty  of  their  sacrifice 
Shall   wail   about   the  dead    the  awful  words,   "  In 
vain  ! " 

They  have  a  living  beauty  ;  there  is  found 
In  every  field  a  deeper  harmony, 
The  woods  are  throbbing  to  a  sweeter  sound, 
Chant  of  their  lover's  immortality  : 
All  that  is  mortal  has  been  snatched  afar. 
The  rest  to  God  and  England  ;  she  appears 
Celestial-robed,  a  dream,  a  hope,  a  star 
Shining  above  the  gloom,  her  heritage  of  tears. 

The  trampling  and  the  turmoil  are  of  Earth, 

The  winepress   whence  is   borne   the   draught   of 

Life ; 
Renewed,  endeared  in  its  most  bloody  birth, 
May  it  arise  a  river  from  the  strife 
And  England,  the  eternal,  lift  her  light 
Serene  against  the  children  of  to-day. 
Seeking  beyond  the  terrors  of  the  night 
The  throne  within  the  mind  that  will  not  pass  away. 


TO  THE  LITTLE  CHILDREN,  FATHERLESS 

Children,  little  children,  the  inheritors  unknowing" 

Of  a  mighty  spirit  blowing" 

With  a  fragrance  rich  and  rare 

Through  the  many-peopled  air, 
Are  you  puzzled  at  the  riddle,  weighed  with  shrinking" 
wonder 

At  the  strangle,  apparent  blunder, 

Sudden  end  to  strength  of  man. 
Which  has  vexed  the  very  wisest  since    the   world 
began  ? 

Long  was   father   absent :  now  you   feel   a   silence 
stirring 

Vaster  than  the  absence,  blurring. 

Like  a  cloud  across  the  sun. 

Gladness  as  you  race  and  run  : 
You    can    throw    away     remembrance,     gather    a 
forgetting, 

All  your  mind  to  laughter  setting. 

But  it  cannot  linger  long 
With  a  stillness  in  the  home  to  hush  your  little  song. 

Out    of    reach   of    tiny   fingers     berries     now     are 
thronging  ; 

Listless  lie  the  toys  for  ever  longing 

For  the  playmate  who  could  build 

Whatsoever  thing  he  willed, 
Fortresses  or  palacqs  or  houses  queer  and  clever  : 

How  can  he  be  gone  for  ever? 

Where  and  why  ?     The  questions  fall 
Just  as  hard  for  big  to  answer  as  they  are  for  small. 
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He  is  resting,  your  big  soldier  ;  he  is  quietly  sleeping 

In  the  blessed  angels'  keeping  ; 

All  the  noises  of  the  war 

Will  not  wake  him  any  more  ; 
He  was   weary,    he   is   resting — still   your   heart   is 
beating 

With  the  little  thought  repeating, 

Dolorous  for  all  we  say, 
'*  Will  he  never  come  again  to  teach  me  how  to  play  ? 

Wait  a  little  longer,  till  your  vision  has  been  ended 

Of  the  earth  as  playground  splendid 

And  the  radiance  is  rare 

(It  is  there,  though,  always  there), 
When  the  path  is  steep  and  fills  you  with  a  drear 
misgiving. 

Look  and  you  will  find  him  living, 

Knowing,  showing  how  to  play  : 
Forward  on  the  fields  of  duty  he  will  point  the  way. 


TO  MY  BROTHER 

(Killed  in  action,  January  i6,  1917) 
I 

Pass,  brave  and  joyous  spirit,  on  your  way 
Into  the  vast  serene  where  sorrow  dies 
For  all  the  sweet  unstained  and  nothing"  lies 
In  heavy  anguish  on  their  mortal  clay  : 
The  heavenly  Father  calls  you  from  the  fray, 
And  with  your  promise  bright  upon  our  eyes 
Out  of  this  sullen  earthly  storm  you  rise 
Into  the  peace  of  His  eternal  Day. 
'Tis  we,  the  living,  know  the  unfulfilled  ; 
The  emptiness  that  feeds  on  shattered  dream 
In  us  is  prisoned,  now  your  cup  abrim 
With  sparkling  hope  of  labour  has  been  spilled  ; 
We  stood  beside  you,  hailed  the  future's  gleam- 
God  has  revealed  it,  and  you  rest  in  Him. 


II 

Brother,  rejoice  !     The  snows  are  off  the  ground  ; 

No  more  the  heaviness  of  winter  lies 

On  your  strait  chamber,  but  in  softened  guise 

Earth  wakes  to  life — and  death  ;  no  longer  bound 

In  choked,  white  ways  and  tentacles  of  ice, 

She  bears  fresh  offerings  to  the  sacrifice 

And  smiles  upon  the  tumult,  newly  gowned. 

35 


36  DAYS   OF   DESTINY 

Now  through  the  freed,  green  fields  of  France  we 

reap 
The  crop  of  valour  that  the  autumn  sowed  ; 
The  German  quits  the  shambles  :  we  pursue  ! 
Does  it  not  thrill  you,  brother,  as  you  sleep 
Silent  for  England  on  the  trench-barred  road  ? — 
No  answer :  yet  we  share  it  so  with  you. 

March  20,  igiy. 
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